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Summary: The existence of the six infinity stones is known by those 
to whom it matters, but knowledge of the seventh has been lost. Now, 
it has returned, and those who don't know its true power want it for 
themselves. However, obtaining the seventh stone is easier said than 
done. As they say, an eye for an eye... 


1 . Heavy Rain 

This is based off of the information from all the movies, not the 
comics. If I get something wrong, please inform me, it has been a 
while since I've seen them. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The blinding torrent was relentless, heedless of the girl running 
through the streets, trying to see far enough ahead so she would know 
if she was going to be trapped, but the rain had other plans. She 
could barely see two feet in front of her, so she didn't notice when 
she ran out into the street. The airhorn of the semi, however, was 
heard even over the rain, and the headlights pierced through, aimed 
straight at her. Like a startled deer she just stared, unknowing of 
the misfortune about to befall her. She was naive then, and she was 
afraid . <p> 

However, something large, heavy, and hard crashed into her from the 
side, knocking her out of the way of the truck. She hit the sidewalk 
on the other side of the street hard, scraping her knees, elbows, and 
hands. A soft whimper escaped her lips, inaudible over the rain. She 
rolled to lay on her back, closing her eyes against the rain. She 
didn't want to get up. 

"You there!" A deep, proud voice called out to her, and she sat up a 
bit. Beside her was a red, white, and blue shield with a white star 
in the middle. She looked up to see a man jogging across the street 



towards her. He looked both ways before crossing. His soaked white 
t-shirt clung to him beneath a brown leather jacket, and his muscles 
were clearly defined. He wore a pair of blue jeans and some boots. 

His blond hair clung to his face, his blue eyes shining with concern. 
"Are you alright?" 

She couldn't tell how far away he was until he was standing over her, 
offering his hand to her. The rain continued to pour, and she was 
still scared, but she took it and allowed the man to pull her to her 
feet. She was trembling violently, both from the shock and the chill 
from the rain. The man removed his jacket and put it around her 
shoulders. It was very warm, and way too big. "Can you tell me your 
name, miss?" He shouted over the rain. 

"I don't remember." Her own voice sounded foreign to her. She 
realized she couldn't remember anything. She had a bewildered look on 
her face, still akin to a startled deer. The man gave her a pitying 
look, and lifted the shield over her head. Instead of being pummeled 
by rain drops, she was deafened by the sound of rain on metal. The 
man shouted over the noise, "come with me. There's a cafe over there, 
you can dry off there." She had little choice; what else was she 
supposed to do? She didn't know who she was, where she was, why, or 
why she couldn't tell how far everything away was. She felt as if she 
were looking at a photo: awfully two dimensional. 

Soon enough, she was no longer chilled by the rain, but by the air 
conditioning of the small cafe around the corner. The man sat across 
from her, pushing a steaming mug towards her. She peered down at it, 
clutching his jacket close to her. The smell of leather and a trace 
of cologne was much better than the stink of the city air, even in 
the rain. Her hair, black as night against creamy white skin, clung 
to her face, but it was only long enough to stick to her forehead and 
the sides of her cheeks. It tickled the back of her neck. 

She reached out and put her hands around the cup. It was very warm, 
and felt nice against her cold palms. "What is it?" She asked. Her 
voice was frail and a bit raspy, perhaps she had a cold. It would be 
no surprise; she couldn't remember how long she had been running in 
the rain, or even what she was running from. She lifted the mug to 
her lips, and yelped when she was burned. The man gave her a 
concerned look and said gently, "blow on it first." She did what she 
was told. It didn't burn, but she wrinkled her nose and stuck out her 
tongue at the bitter taste. The man chuckled softly and commented, 
"coffee is pretty bitter by itself. Here," he put some sugar and 
cream in it. She found that it tasted much better. 

"Let me introduce myself," the man began, leaning back in his chair. 
His hair, though it had been soaked by the rain, still seemed to be 
neat and tidy. "My name is Steve Rogers." He seemed like he was about 
to say more, but stopped himself. She stared at him expectingly. He 
cleared his throat, "and you don't remember your name?" She shook her 
head, "no." He motioned to her, "check your pockets." 

She did, but she was wearing those incredibly annoying jeans that 
look like they have pockets, but they actually don't. Her shirt had 
one breast pocket, and in that pocket was a small silver locket in 
the shape of a snake wound in an oval. The snake had onyx for eyes. 

It was a very pretty thing, except it had no chain to hang around her 
neck. She opened it, but it was empty. 



"Well..." Mr. Rogers began. "Perhaps there is another way that we can 
find out who you are." She put the locket back in her pocket. "What 
do you remember?" He asked her. She thought for a moment, then shook 
her head. "I only remember the rain." He crossed his arms and 
gestured to his own eye, "you don't remember how you got that?" She 
was confused until she reached up and felt something over her left 
eye. An eyepatch? That would explain the issues she was having with 
depth perception. "No, I don't remember." A gut feeling told her to 
keep the eyepatch on. 

"I can't just leave you here." Mr. Rogers leaned on his elbows. 

"Maybe Tony can help you." She tilted her head, "who's Tony?" He 
replied, "Tony Stark, he's... well he's rich and full of himself." He 
stood, leaving a few dollars on the table for a tip. "I'm currently 
living with him. I'll take you there, alright?" She nodded; it seemed 
to be the best option. It was either that or the rain. 

By the time they reached Stark Tower, they were soaked through once 
again. She followed Mr. Rogers inside, her eyes widening at the 
glamour of the first floor. The tower was massive; it was hard to 
believe that so few people resided here. 

A young woman with red hair walked towards them, her heels echoing 
around the hall. "Steve, who's this?" She motioned to the frightened 
young woman standing there. Mr. Rogers replied, "I'm not sure. I 
think she has amnesia. I brought her here, since I couldn't just 
leave her out in the rain." He turned to the woman, "this is Ms. 
Pepper Potts." Mrs. Potts gave her a sympathetic look, "I'll bring 
you two a towel." 

Mr. Rogers brushed his hair back out of his face. He flashed her a 
smile, "how are you feeling?" She replied meekly, "my head hurts." 

She rubbed her temples. It wasn't a very prominent pain, but it was 
extremely annoying. He patted her shoulder gently, "maybe Ms. Potts 
can get you something." 

Ms. Potts returned with two towels and handed one to each of them. 

The young woman took it, drying her face and her hair first. Ms. 

Potts laughed a bit, "your hair is sticking up." She reached forward 
and smoothed down the wild black strands. The woman finished drying 
herself off as much as her soaked clothes would allow. 

"Follow me, miss." Ms. Potts walked down the hall to an elevator. Mr. 
Rogers came with them, but he got off on a different floor. When they 
got off, they walked down a long hallway and ran into a man whose 
chest was glowing through his shirt. "Pepper, who is this?" He asked, 
raising an eyebrow. Ms. Potts replied, "Steve found her on the 
street. She doesn't remember anything. I'm going to get her some dry 
clothes and a place to sleep, and maybe she'll remember something in 
the morning." 

The man nodded and held out his hand to her. "Tony Stark." She shook 
his hand shyly. He let go and crossed his arms. "How about we call 
you Miss Black? That's easy enough to remember." She nodded her head, 
"that's fine." He asked, "what's with the eyepatch?" She reached up 
and touched it, answering, "I don't remember." Mr. Stark shrugged, 
"alright then. Pepper, when you're finished, come to my office." Ms. 
Potts smiled warmly, "of course." She then pulled Miss Black down the 
hall once again. 



Ms. Potts led her into a simple but pleasant room. "You can stay here 
for now. I'll be right back with some clothes." Ms. Potts left, 
leaving Miss Black to explore the room alone. She ran her fingers 
over the bed frame, then over the burgundy comforter. She went over 
to the window and peered out over the city. It looked so grey in the 
heavy rain. She turned away and went over to the mirror hanging on 
the wall, and found herself looking at her reflection. She was 
startled, since she had no memory of herself. She was very thin, and 
looked delicate. Her hair was cropped short and looked rather fuzzy. 
Her eye, the one that was showing, was pale blue, almost as white as 
the whites of her eyes. She had a bit of a haunted look, with dark 
circles under her eyes, but when she smiled at herself, she looked 
pretty . 

Her eyepatch was nothing more than a bit of black cloth with some 
string tied around her head. She reached up, planning on taking it 
off, but Ms. Potts came back and startled her. "I see you've found 
the mirror." Ms. Potts smiled kindly. "Here," she set some clothes on 
the bed. "Put these on, and I'll let you get some rest. You must be 
exhausted." Miss Black nodded, realizing exactly how tired she was. 
"Thank you, Ms. Potts." "You're welcome." Ms. Potts turned and left 
the room. 

Miss Black put on the soft pajamas, and pulled back the sheets on the 
bed. But before she laid down, she went back over to the mirror, her 
curiosity getting the best of her. Maybe her hidden eye could give 
her some clue as to who she was? She untied the string, slowly 
lowering it . 

Her entire eye was black. 

Her eyes widened at the strange sight, and she gasped. An 
unreasonable wave of fear washed over her. Her eye, blacker than her 
hair, seemed to glow in an eerie sort of way. It looked so deep, like 
the entire universe had been swallowed up in the darkness. That was 
the last thing she saw before the mirror shattered outwards, and some 
force blew her back. A scream was ripped from her lungs, but it 
wasn't her own. She smacked her head against the bed frame, and 
everything went black. 


2 . Heartbeat 

"Shit, what the hell was that?" A door was ripped open so hard that 
it nearly came off the hinges. "Miss Black?" A different voice, 
deeper, familiar, and heavy footsteps rushing into the room. "I'll 
call an ambulance!" A woman's voice, quivering with panic. "NO, no, 
call the SHIELD doctor, mirrors don't just explode." The first voice, 
and heels racing down the hall. A gentle hand and strong arms lifting 
her head on the floor. Miss Black opened her right eye. Her hand 
covered her left. 

Mr. Rogers knelt over her, cradling her head in his hand. "Miss 
Black, are you alright?" Miss Black let out a soft groan, then she 
whispered, "Amaia." Mr. Rogers looked concerned, "Amaia? Is that your 
name?" Something hot and sticky was soaking her hair. "Yes..." She 
felt weak, but she had the strength to cover her eye. Mr. Stark stood 
behind Mr. Rogers, "fuck, that's a lot of blood." Mr. Rogers shot a 
glare over his shoulder, "language!" Mr. Stark rolled his eyes, "it 
doesn't matter at the moment!" He took off his shirt, and Amaia 



noticed the blue glowing circle that replaced his heart. He knelt 
down on the other side of her and gently pressed the shirt to the 
wound on her head. 

"She's conscious, so I don't think there's serious damage." Mr. 

Rogers said, lifting her up into a sitting position and supporting 
her. She noticed the blood splattered over the bed frame. Was it her 
own? It had to be; no one else was bleeding. Mr. Stark pressed harder 
with the shirt, "what the hell happened?" Mr. Rogers shrugged. "Maybe 
it has something to do with her eye?" 

"The eyepatch, " Amaia murmured weakly. She could see it, laying on 
the floor in front of the shattered mirror. She must have dropped it 
when she saw her eye. 

_Her eye._ 

She began to tremble, a few tears falling from her other eye. The 
mirror was her fault, she was sure of it. That must be why she kept 
her eye covered. She didn't remember anything, except for her name, 
but now she knew that she was dangerous . 

"It's a good thing you found her, Steve." Mr. Stark said plainly. Mr. 
Rogers nodded in agreement. He wiped her tears gently. "It's alright. 
Does your head hurt?" She realized that it felt like a great pressure 
had been lifted. "No, it doesn't. It just stings a little." 

Ms. Potts hurried back into the room, followed by a doctor with a 
kind face and a man with an eyepatch who didn't look so kind. The 
doctor hurried over and knelt in front of her, a comforting smile on 
his face. "Miss Black, I'm Dr. Banks. I'm here to help you." Mr. 
Rogers waited for him to finish his sentence before he interrupted, 
"she remembers her first name. It's Amaia. She doesn't remember 
anything beyond that." "Yes," Dr. Banks looked thoughtful. "Ms. Potts 
informed me of the situation. Pick her up and put her on the bed, 
make sure she's sitting up." Mr. Rogers picked her up easily, as if 
she weighed as much as a feather, and set her on the bed, propping 
her up with pillows. Mr. Stark tied her eyepatch around her head, 
making sure that it didn't rest over the wound. 

Dr. Banks made quick work of the wound, inspecting it before deciding 
it wasn't serious and bandaging it. "Just a laceration. There's no 
damage to your skull or your brain. You'll be fine. Now, may I check 
your vitals?" She nodded, and he shone a flashlight into her right 
eye. "I'm assuming you don't want me to see your left eye?" She 
nodded . 

"Now when this happened," he got out his stethoscope. "Did you hear 
anything? How were you feeling? Were you afraid? Blood roaring in 
your ears? Heart beating fast?" She thought for a moment, then 
replied, "I was afraid, but I didn't hear anything but the glass 
shattering. I don't think my heart was beating fast. I couldn't feel 
it beating at all." Dr. Banks nodded and pressed the stethoscope to 
her wrist. He then got awfully pale. He took a moment to check his 
stethoscope, then did it again. He pressed it to her neck, then her 
chest. "Take a deep breath for me." She did as she was told. 

Dr. Banks looked as if he had seen a ghost. He got out a blood 
pressure cuff and put it on her arm. The results only made him look 
confused. Mr. Rogers asked, "what's wrong, doctor?" Dr. Banks cleared 



his throat. "I've... never seen this before. Even... Even Colossus 
has one." The man with the eyepatch cleared his throat. "Has what?" 
Dr. Banks, bewildered, replied, "her blood pressure is normal, but I 
can't find a pulse. She's got no heartbeat." 

"That's strange, she was certainly bleeding like she had one." Mr. 
Stark crossed his arms. Dr. Banks responded, "yes, her blood is 
flowing, but it's flowing much like a river rather than a heartbeat. 
It flows continuously, rather than by pulses. It's like yours, Mr. 
Stark, except she has no ARC reactor." 

Amaia was afraid. No heartbeat? Was she dead then? No, she felt fine, 
and her blood was still flowing. The man with the eyepatch looked 
like he was thinking hard. "Let's bring her to the SHIELD 
helicarrier ; we can run some tests there." Mr. Rogers frowned a bit, 
"I don't think that's a good idea. Some powers should be left alone." 
The man changed the subject, "Dr. Banks, what do you think?" Dr. 

Banks replied, "she appears to be nineteen or twenty years old. I 
believe she can make the choice on her own." 

Mr. Rogers shook his head, "Eury, this is a bad idea." Mr. Stark 
interceded. "Maybe we should ask Thor. This might be one of his 
magical maladies." Ms. Potts agreed. Amaia wondered who Thor was, and 
this Eury guy made her nervous. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Something was off in Asgard, and it made Thor nervous to not know 
what it was. Normally, when he got an uneasy feeling, it was Loki ' s 
fault, but Loki had been behaving himself lately from his cell in the 
dungeons. So what was it?<p> 

Suddenly, he felt a wave of power. He couldn't source it, but it felt 
similar to when he held the Tesseract. He didn't like it. He 
immediately headed down to the dungeons, but Loki was still standing 
there, watching him. "You felt it too." So Thor hadn't imagined it. 
Thor said, "so it wasn't you?" "Of course not," Loki gave him a 
helpless look. Thor wasn't falling for it, but it didn't appear that 
Loki was doing anything out of the ordinary. 

"Perhaps it was something from your precious Midgard?" Loki 
suggested, standing close to the magical barrier. Thor figured that 
it was likely. "Can I come with you? I do miss being outside," Loki 
said pitifully. Thor turned his back. "Of course not. You're staying 
here, out of trouble." 

Loki smirked. "Oh, but trouble has only just begun." 


3. Roaring Silence 

Amaia could see the apprehension on the god's face when he walked in 
the door. His hammer caught her eye next. Mr. Rogers looked up from 
his book; he was sitting in a plush chair beside her bed, reading to 
her. There was something comforting about it. "Thor," He set the book 
aside and stood, shaking Thor's hand. Thor greeted him heartily, 
"Captain, it is good to see you." Mr. Rogers smiled. 


Thor looked over at Amaia, who was still recovering from her wound. 
Only a day had passed since the incident. "Miss Amaia Black?" She 



nodded shyly. He smiled warmly at her, "I am Thor, god of thunder. I 
hail from Asgard. Nick Fury has informed me of your situation." Amaia 
remained silent. Thor cleared his throat, "he informs me that you 
lack a heartbeat." She nodded. 

Mr. Rogers spoke, "she has no heartbeat, but her blood still flows." 
Thor frowned in concentrat ion . "Blood without a heartbeat? With the 
exception of the man of iron, I have never heard of such a thing. 

Tell me. Miss Amaia, why the eyepatch?" She answered timidly, "my eye 
is dangerous." Thor seemed to get an idea. He inquired, "what colour 
is it?" She replied, "black." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Thor wasn't sure what to make of it. He had initially thought 
that an infinity stone was inhabiting her body, perhaps even her 
corpse, she was so pale, but he hadn't heard of a black infinity 
stone. He asked her, "may I see?" She shook her head, looking 
nervous . <p> 

"One more thing," Steve got Thor's attention and pointed to the 
mirror, which was now no more than a few pieces of glass clinging to 
a wood frame. "The mirror shattered completely, but only one shard 
has been found." That shard was sitting on the nightstand. Thor 
picked it up, inspecting it. It was sharp, as shards of glass 
normally were, but it was small, no longer than Thor's hand. "Only 
one shard? Where did the rest go?" Steve shrugged, "we can't find any 
of them. It's as if they vanished." 

"The locket!" Amaia startled them both with her sudden outburst. 
"Where is the locket?" Steve seemed to know what she was talking 
about. He went to the nightstand and picked up something small and 
silver out of the drawer. "Here," he dropped it in her palm, and she 
got a look of relief. "Thank you." Thor noticed, now that he was 
relaxing, that she had dark circles under her eyes, or at least, the 
eye that was visible. 

"You have not slept," he spoke to her gently. She shook her head, and 
Steve got a bit of a pained look. Thor raised an eyebrow, and Steve 
explained, "the doctor said to keep her awake until you got here, in 
case something happened while she slept." Thor nodded, then he 
admitted, "I have no idea what's wrong with you. My apologies. Miss 
Black." Her face fell, "oh. It's alright." She seemed so delicate and 
harmless, Thor's heart twisted in pity for her. "But," he began, "I 
will do my best to find out. I know someone who might be able to help 
you." If anyone knew what she was, it would be the Collector. 

Steve sat back down in the chair. "We'll be waiting here then." Thor 
had never seen him so impatient, though he certainly couldn't blame 
the man. There was something about the strange girl that seemed to 
draw people in, like moths to flame. Thor shook his head to clear it, 
"I will be swift. Don't let Fury pick her apart." Steve smiled a bit, 
"I won't." 

Thor left, the pale face with a paler eye stuck in his mind. Her hair 
was so dark compared to the rest of her. What was she? Why was she 
there? What was she going to do? Most importantly, who was going to 
get hurt? 



><p>Amaia turned her gave to Mr. Rogers once Thor had left. "Will you 
keep reading?" Mr. Rogers smiled at her, "no, it's probably safe for 
you to sleep now. I'll be right here if anything goes wrong, okay?" 
She nodded and scooted down so she was laying with her head on the 
soft pillow. Mr. Rogers turned off the light, and she fell into a 
fitful sleep. <p> 

_The silence was deafening, a roar of absolute emptiness. The world 
around her was consumed, but there was no sound. A realm apart from 
the nine, the birthplace of the infinity stones, the first of her 
graves. It started from the core, where she was buried. The stones 
were calling to her. No, not to her, to the burden she bore. They 
called to the End._ 

_She opened her eyes to the darkness, but she could see every detail. 
In a perfect sphere her power radiated outward, swallowing everything 
in its path. There was no mercy. The creatures that lived there, 
ancient creatures with even more ancient magic, fled for the peaks of 
the mountains, but there was no safety for them there. She broke the 
surface, and watched their faces as she consumed them one by one. 

Even Death dare not approach the End. Their mouths were open in 
eternal screams, but no sound reached her. There was only 
silence ._ 

_When they were gone, she was falling. Her power ebbed, and she fell 
through space as if she were a comet. She was afraid. She reached the 
middle realm, and plummeted down into a city. It was raining, washing 
away her memory. She got to her feet and began running. She didn't 
realize that she could not escape herself. _ 

Amaia woke with a scream of pure agony and terror. Mr. Rogers was 
startled out of his doze, "Amaia?" His eyes widened with concern when 
she began tearing the sheets in an attempt to get free. "No!" She 
shrieked, her voice cracking. Mr. Rogers grabbed her arms, "hey! Hey, 
Amaia, it's okay!" "NO! It's not okay!" She cried hysterically. "I 
don't remember anything because there's nothing to remember!" "What? 
Look, just calm down!" He wrapped his arms around her, holding her to 
his chest. She struggled weakly, then broke down sobbing, clinging to 
his t-shirt. "My screams are not my own," she managed to say through 
sobs. "When the End comes, I will be alone forever." 

Mr. Rogers shushed her, stroking her hair gently. "Calm down, and 
tell me what's wrong." He rocked her gently, sitting down on the bed 
with her. She hiccuped, beginning to realize that for now, she was 
safe. "I didn't even kill them. They met the End. They're gone." She 
whispered shakily. Mr. Rogers had no idea what she was talking about, 
but that wasn't important. "It's okay now, you're safe, I'm safe, 
everyone is safe." She shook her head, burying her face in his 
shoulder, and mumbled, "for how long?" 

He didn't know the answer to that. 


4. The Missing Page 

Thor took a deep breath and stepped inside the building that made him 
more nervous than anything else he had encountered throughout his 
years. The Intergalact ic Museum always set him on edge, but the man 
who owned it did even more so. "Taneleer Tivan!" He called out. 



making sure he didn't sound as nervous as he felt. The Collector came 
around the corner with an eerily pleasant smile on his face. "Thor, 
son of Odin, it is good to see you. What brings you to Knowhere?" 

Thor replied, "I have a mystery for you." The Collector raised a 
hand. "First, come sit and have some tea with me." 

Once they were seated and snacking comfortably, Thor told the 
Collector about the strange girl, Amaia. He hoped that the strange 
Elder would know something. "It sounds like an infinity stone," the 
Collector mused. "But among the six, there is no black stone. Did you 
see it for yourself?" "No," replied Thor, "she wouldn't remove her 
eyepatch." "And she has no memory of it?" The Collector asked, and 
Thor could almost see the wheels in his head turning. "No, she only 
remembers her name." 

"Did you know," the Collector stood and began walking. Thor got up 
and followed. "That Amaia is a Midgard name, originating from the 
Basque language of Euskera. However, the humans have not been able to 
find the origins of the people or their language. I know." He had a 
pleased little smile. "Yes, I know very well. The ancient Basque 
people were descendants of the Elder who fell in love with a human. 
She is dead now, because when her lover died she lost her will to 
live, but her children live on as humans." 

"What does this have to do with Amaia?" Thor asked impatiently. The 
Collector laughed, "patience, my friend, I will explain. Amaia is a 
Basque name, and if I am correct in my hypothesis, the meaning of her 
name will reveal her nature." Thor watched as the Collector reached 
his massive library and began looking through sections. "What is your 
hypothesis?" The Collector replied, "that the infinity stones cannot 
hold a candle to the power of your little lost puppy." 

Thor was stunned, to say the least. "Excuse me?" The Collector spoke 
nonchalantly, "you heard me, god of thunder. If I am correct, it is a 
good thing she did not let you see her eye." He pulled out what 
seemed to be the most ancient book in the collection. "Here it is." 

He laid the book on the table and flipped through the pages. "Oh my," 
he stopped suddenly. "It seems one of the pages is missing. I suppose 
my hypothesis will remain just that." 

"What do you think she is?" Thor was anxious. More powerful than the 
infinity stones? The Collector replied simply, "Amaia, in Basque, 
means the end." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Loki stared at the ceiling, waiting for the guards to leave. Of 
course, there was always several guarding the cells, but they didn't 
pay much attention. Once the lights were dimmed, Loki pulled a scrap 
of paper, yellowed and falling apart, out of his pocket. A "friend" 
of his on the outside had delivered it to him. It had been stolen 
from the Collector, and that was no small feat.<p> 

"The End," Loki murmured to himself, deciphering the ancient text. 
"Even Death fears the End." Loki skimmed through the text. It didn't 
say what the End's power was, it just warned against all contact, and 
told him that the End resided in the eye of fear. Loki wondered if 
the power he had felt a few days before had anything to do with this 
End. This could be his chance, he could have his revenge, and maybe, 
just maybe, he could make his mother proud, wherever she was. He 



could rule all nine realms. The thought excited him. If this End was 
as powerful as this paper said it was, then he decided he wanted it. 
Until then, he still had his own power, and now, thanks to his new 
"friend," he had an army. Albeit, it was a small one, but it would 
grow. Never would he let such a loud and violent being such as Thor 
to rule Asgard. The nine realms needed him. They just didn't know it 
yet . 


5. To Know Someone 

Loki was gone, and Thor was furious. "How did he escape!?" He roared 
at no one in particular. Just then, a guard stepped forward with a 
neutral expression. "I let him out." "WHAT?" Thor's rage grew. "Why?" 
The man shrugged. "I wanted to." Thor, without hesitation, ordered 
the man to be arrested. When the man resisted, one of the guards ran 
him through with a spear. The man's look was a frozen look of fear. A 
ghostly blue substance began to leak from his ear, and the room went 
silent. The substance took the form of a ghostly creature with an 
impish smile and burning red eyes. "You've killed an innocent man, 
prince of thunder." Its voice was watery and gurgled with its words. 
"How does that make you feel?" 

It vanished. Thor looked down at the dead guard, and whispered, "what 
have I done?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Steve was, to say the least, not happy at all. Tony watched him 
pace back and forth in front of the door, scowling and clenching his 
fists. His shield leaned on the wall, but he kept glancing at it as 
if he wanted to use it . <p> 

The source of his anger? Nick Fury. He was currently having a private 
chat with Amaia, and Steve wasn't happy about it. Tony leaned back 
against the wall with his arms crossed, turning his head back and 
forth slowly as he watched Steve. "It usually takes a lot to get you 
all worked up like this," Tony mused. Steve frowned harder, "He's 
trying to turn an innocent woman into a test subject!" Tony replied 
calmly, "she might be dangerous. He's just trying to-" "Don't you 
tell me he's just trying to help! We both know that's bull!" 

Tony raised an eyebrow and smirked slightly. "Woah, Cap, that's the 
closest you've ever come to cursing. I'm rubbing off on you." Steve 
shot him a glare and continued with his pacing, ranting. "He just 
wants to use her power for his own gain. He's already got all the 
best heroes in the world, why does he need some girl that ' s too 
scared to walk on her own two feet?!" 

Tony let out a soft sigh. This wasn't going to be easy. "You've known 
her for two and a half weeks. Cap. That lost puppy you found will 
grow into a big dog, and it wont be pretty." Steve stopped pacing and 
faced Tony with his arms crossed. "What do you know about lost 
puppies? You've never had one." Tony frowned a bit, "relax. Cap. 

She's scared to death of Fury anyway, you really think she'll go with 
him? " 


Steve shook his head, his hands dropping. "You don't understand, 
Tony. She wants to help people. She's afraid, but she's got a good 
heart." Tony rubbed the bridge of his nose. "Well, would going with 



Fury really be so bad for her? He can help her learn to use her power 
to help people, and you can check up on her any time you want." Steve 
let out a deep sigh. "Tony, I want you to watch her tonight." Tony 
raised an eyebrow, but before he could spit out some snarky comment, 
Steve held up his hand to stop him and explained. "Listen to her 
talk. Read to her, she loves it. When she wakes up screaming, hold 
her hand, and be there when she doesn't remember it the next morning. 
Maybe then, you'll understand why Fury is going to break her whenever 
he gets the chance . She's got a good heart, but it's not a strong 
one. Remember," that was the closest to a sour look that Tony had 
ever seen from Steve, "it's not even beating." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"I want to help," Amaia declared in a soft voice to the man 
sitting across from her over the coffee cups. She loved coffee, so 
that was the drink of choice to keep their hands occupied while they 
discussed things. Nick Fury nodded, seemingly pleased. "It won't be 
easy. Miss Black, but I believe that the power you have can be used 
to help people." Amaia wasn't so sure, something felt off to her, but 
if this man could help her help others, then she would take it. He 
held out his hand, and she shook it delicately. Fury smiled in that 
strange way of his. "You'll be a hero. Miss Black. "<p> 

Fury stood, standing a little awkwardly, favouring his right leg. 
"I'll send someone tomorrow to bring you to the helicarrier, and 
we'll begin your training." He bowed his head, "thank you for the 
coffee." She smiled at him, "you're welcome." He left the room. The 
door hadn't even closed when Mr. Rogers burst in, "what happened?" 
Amaia knew he wouldn't be happy with her answer and shifted nervously 
in her seat. Mr. Rogers blanked, "you didn't." 

Mr. Stark put a hand on his shoulder. "Relax, Cap, she's a big girl. 
She can make her own decisions." He sat down across from her, 
flashing a smile. "Don't worry. Blackbird," he had taken to calling 
her that. "Fury can help you be something great." Mr. Rogers crossed 
his arms. "I still wish you would wait until Thor returns." Mr. Stark 
shrugged. "He sure is taking his sweet time. Maybe he got caught up 
with something?" 

Amaia stood and put a hand on Mr. Roger's arm. "I'll be fine, Mr. 
Rogers." Tony laughed softly, "aww, look at that. You're a real 
sweetheart." Amaia smiled at him, too. Mr. Rogers smiled and ruffled 
her hair. "Alright, but remember, you can always tell him that you 
want to leave." 

Amaia wondered if that was actually true. 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>Tony knocked on the door. Steve had revealed himself to be 
serious about staying with Amaia that night, so there he was. He 
didn't see why she needed a babysitter. Sure, she was delicate, but 
she was a grown woman. Tony opened the door to find Amaia sitting by 
the window, drinking coffee. "Should you really be drinking that this 
late? You'll get nightmares." She turned to him and shrugged. "I do 
every night. "<p> 


Tony flopped down in the plush chair by her bed. "How's your head 
doing?" That was the whole reason Steve had started staying with her 



in the first place: doctor's orders. She responded, "it feels better 
now, but it still stings if the bandage rubs the wrong way." Tony 
felt awkward, incredibly awkward, but he did his best to look 
comfortable . 

She smiled and sat on the edge of the bed. "Mr. Rogers told me that 
you're a hero, too." She seemed childish, yet there was something 
wise about her. Tony shrugged, "that's what they tell me." She tilted 
her head. "You don't think so? But you've helped so many people. You 
even stopped the alien invasion and saved them from a nuclear bomb!" 
Tony smiled a bit. "That doesn't make me a good person." 

After that, conversation was much easier. It was clear that she 
admired Tony, and of course, that inflated his ego. He talked to her 
about the things he had invented, and she listened patiently, so that 
before they knew it, it was already midnight. Tony yawned, "it's 
late. Blackbird. Get some sleep." She laid down and settled under her 
covers. "Goodnight, Mr. Stark." "Tony is fine." "Oh, well, goodnight 
Mr. Tony." Tony smiled and turned off the light. He reclined back in 
the chair and dozed off. It was no king bed, but it was no lab desk 
either . 

Tony woke to a hysteric scream right next to him. He nearly fell out 
of the chair trying to sit up and see what was happening. Amaia was 
writhing under the blankets, trying to throw them off. Tony briefly 
remembered Steve saying something about nightmares before he grabbed 
her arms. "Woah!" She was crying, and looked up at him with a look of 
terror. Her pale eye was wide and her lips were quivering. 

"It's okay, you're safe," Tony let her go. She sat up, hugging 
herself and sniffling. Tony rubbed his eyes, yawning, "are you 
alright?" he asked. She shook her head. "I'm scared!" She sounded 
scared, her voice shaking and cracking through a stream of tears and 
sobs. Tony held her hand, "it's okay. Nothing's gonna hurt you." Her 
hand was soft, and very cold. It was small in his large, rough hands. 
In his tired and bewildered state, he realized what Steve 
meant . 

This girl would be crushed in their world, and there wasn't a damn 
thing they could do about it . 


6. Choices 

Amaia hummed as the hot water washed over her. Showers were so 
relaxing, especially when mixed with the smell of the jasmine soap 
Ms. Potts had given her. She got out of the shower and dried off, her 
hair sticking up all over the place. She put her eyepatch on first 
and foremost. It was no longer a shabby piece of cloth tied with 
strings; Ms. Potts had given her a strip of black satin to tie around 
her head. It was much more comfortable and more effective. 

Amaia put on some clothes and brushed her hair and teeth. It was the 
day that she was going to go to the SHIELD helicarrier to begin her 
training. She was anxious and excited. What would happen? What would 
she learn? Who would she meet? She wiggled a bit, her excitement 
overcoming her anxiety. She put on a pair of tennis shoes and left 
the bathroom after brushing her teeth. 


A strong-looking woman with red hair and piercing eyes leaned on the 



wall outside of her door. She was dressed in black and had a gun 
bolstered to her hip. Amaia cleared her throat, "are you Miss 
Romanoff?" The woman nodded, and smiled a bit. "You can call me 
Natasha. You're Amaia, correct?" Amaia nodded in affirmation. Natasha 
uncrossed her arms and stood straight. She was a few inches taller 
than Amaia. "Follow me." 

Amaia followed Natasha down the hall and to the elevator. Amaia 
hadn't left the floor she was on since she arrived, so her anxiety 
returned to her. Natasha glanced over her shoulder, "Fury told me 
that you're a shy one." Amaia nodded. Natasha smiled in a weird way. 
"We can fix that." Amaia followed her into the elevator, feeling like 
her fate was sealed. 

At first, she didn't see Mr. Rogers standing in the elevator until 
she bumped into him. "Oh! I'm sorry!" He was dressed in his Captain 
America uniform, and that brought a grin to her face. He patted her 
head, "it isn't too late to change your mind." Natasha rolled her 
eyes, "you can't keep her here forever, Steve. She's got potential, 
from what I've heard." Mr. Rogers scowled, but he didn't reply. 

They exited the elevator at the ground floor. "Come on, lost puppy," 
Natasha motioned for Amaia to follow her. Amaia nodded politely to 
Mr. Rogers and followed Natasha. "You're pale," Natasha made 
conversation while they walked down the hall and out to the car. 

Amaia wasn't sure how to respond, but Natasha continued. "Not pasty, 
though. Just pale. It's pretty." Amaia smiled shyly, "thank 
you . " 

There was a man waiting in the car, other than the driver. Natasha 
held the door open for Amaia and got in behind her. The man 
introduced himself, "Amaia Black, I presume. I'm Bruce Banner." Amaia 
shook his head, "Mr. Stark told me about you! You're the Hulk, and he 
thinks you're almost as smart as he is." Mr. Banner laughed, "oh? 
We'll see about that." Amaia warmed up to him quickly. 

They reached the docks, where a helicopter waited on a helipad. Amaia 
got out of the car, and she got anxious again. She had never seen a 
helicopter. Mr. Banner got on it, "don't worry. It's safe." Amaia 
tentatively got on and strapped in. Natasha sat on the other side of 
her. When the helicopter started up, Amaia clenched her fists until 
they were white and held her breath. What on earth had she gotten 
into? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"You're distracted today. Cap." Tony blasted another red ninja 
away from him. They were currently protecting a powerful politician 
from members of The Hand, a villainous group of ninjas that served 
Hydra. Steve punched one in the face and took a few steps back. He 
didn't reply. Tony rolled his eyes and let out a bigger blast. "Are 
you worried about her?" They both knew who he was talking 
about . <p> 

"They sent Natasha to pick her up." Steve finally said as the ninjas 
fell back. Tony laughed, "Black Widow? They want her trained, not 
dead!" Steve frowned a bit, he clearly didn't think it was funny. 
Tony sighed, "look, Steve, she's not a kid." "Not physically," Steve 
replied. Tony retorted, "not mentally, either. She isn't immature, 
she's just... lost." 



"I know." Steve sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. "I 
know." He repeated, trying to come up with something else to say. 
Tony put an iron hand on his shoulder. "She'll be fine. Banner's 
there with her." Steve threw his shield into a nearby tree. 
"Fantastic! So when Natasha is finished breaking her spirit, he can 
crush her, literally!" Tony shook his head. "You're overreacting, 
mama bear." Steve glared at him and wrenched his shield from the 
tree. The tree fell over. "Tony," Tony got worried. Steve only used 
his real name when he was seriously upset. "Do you remember 
Quicksilver? " 

Tony was speechless for a moment. He gulped, "yes." His voice 
wavered, and he hated himself for it. Steve looked up, peering 
through the tree cover at the overcast sky. "He was scared, too. He 
didn't know it, and he didn't show it, but he was scared. They both 
were. However, his desire to protect his sister overwhelmed his 
fear." "And he paid for her life with his," Tony finished. "Steve, 
Amaia isn't-" "Yes, she is!" Steve turned to face him. "No, they 
aren't the same, but they are similar. What if she-" he couldn't 
finish . 

"Ends up like him?" Tony looked away. "I won't lie to you, Steve. 
It's very likely that will happen. She's delicate, she's afraid, and 
she wants to be useful. No, I can't lie to you about that. But 
Steve, " he headed back towards the bunker where the man they were 
protecting was waiting. "It's not your choice to make." 


End 
f lie . 



